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entine's day, and
the old Quisenberry
farm house was in
|appie-pie order,
from attie toceliar.
The pine-wood
floor in the kitehen
was white as soup
and  water oconld
muke it; the pois
. and pans fairly
shone from the scrubbing they had re-
celved; and the window-punes blinked
ol binzed like sheets of polished sil-
ver.
“I'm glad It's done,’

sighed Miss

Priscilla Quisenbesry, rolling down
her sleeves, nod goazing at her work
with nn air of satisfaetion,

“Let me see,” she added. *I'we

seonred and churned; baked bread and
made cake. and fried enlls and beolled
o ham. I'll have & chanee to rest o
spoll, now, before it's time to got sup-
per.”

“Prisecil-ln,” called her sister-in-law,
in a shrill volee, from thesitting-room.
“Irriscilla! Coma an' se¢ what Dob
Jones hez fotched yon”

“What do vou reckon "tis?" she quer-
fed, as Prisellin obepsd the summons
A voluntine? ItUs too big for a let-
ter.”"

“It—it does look like n valentine,™
assented Priscilln, turning the square,
embossed envelope over and over, with
o puzzloed air,

“Why don't you open it, an' see
whit "tls?" eried her sisterin-law,
tartle.  “An’ not stan’ there, & color
in' up till your cheeks are as red ng the
tossels on the front winder-eurtains "

Priseilla had reasons of her own for
not opening the yalentine in a hurry.
She thought she recognized the hand-
writing on the envelope. It was that
which sent the red blood into her
checks; for she thought—she felt sure
—it was Mr. Cheeseboro's handwrit-
ing, und oh, how she wished she conld
slip away to her own room and open
the precious treusnre by herself.

lut that was out of the question,
with those sharp eyes gtariog at her;
and with trembling fingers, and her
henrt beating a tattoo in her bosom,
she enrefully slit open one end of the
envelope, and drew cut—u comio wal-
entine. A horrid caricature of an old
maid, with peaked nose and ehin, high
chook-bones and very, very red hair

“An ole mald! Wal, wal,” ultered
the sister-in<law, Lucinda. "1 ‘lowed
*twould be o nice ove, from the looks
Who d'ye reckon sent It, Priseilla?”

“1 don't know."

By n great effort, Priscilla kept back
the tenrs of mortifiention and disap-
pointment that were almost trembling
in her eyes

“Looks some lile Felix Cheeseboro's
handwrite, don't 17" sald Lueinda,
peering at the envelope. *“Though 1
don't reckon he'd trouble hisself to
send you a valentine, pritty or ugly.
They say he took Mirandy Springs
home from singin’-school, the other
night."

Priscilla would have given a dia-
amond-mine, if she had possessed one,
enly to get sway from Lucinda's

ing eyes and koen tongue, and from
all the other eyos in the wonld, and
have one good cry by hersell. But
there waa the supper o got and chores
to do, the comfort of her father and
brother Resben to iook aftes; for
Lucinda, Houben's wife, chows-to con-
gider herself an invalid, and shirked
her sliare of the household duties

Put st last, after what scemed like n
Hiatime to Prisoilin, the supper dishes
evere washed, hor father and brother
fiad seen and eriticised the yalentine;
tor, of oourse, Lucinda had given all
abe particulars of it; at lnst the old
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clock had ticked nway the hours till
bedtime, and Priscilla was alone.
But Indignation had talken the plaoce

of grief by this time, and she ecrept
under the home-spun blankets and the
bluesand-white coverlet with dry-oyes.

“If he does considerme an old maid,"
she thought, it was a ecroel way of
telling me sa.  Besides, he's older than
I nm; and if my hairis red, it isn't
o fiery red, like that™

Now, Miss Priscilla’s halr wns not a
flery red by any means. It wasa clear
chestnut-brown, with only a tinge of
sunlit gold shining in its wavy depths.

Aud, if she was an old maid, as some
had sald—though twenty-five Is not so
very old, to be sure—she was a very
attractive one, with deep dimples in-
denting her ehooks and a complexion
fresh us a pink-lipped sca-shell

It was the day after St Valentine's
day and Felix Cheesoboro was holding
communion with himself after o
fashion he frequently had,

] don't know,” he muttered, ns he
finished his dinner and rose from the
table with a thoughtful frown, *I
don't know bot what I've had encour-
agement enough from Prisellly Quisen-
porry to—ah, that is, I blieve she'd
have me, if I'd ask her ontvight.
~*She isn’t o bit for'ard, like Mirandy
Sprigs; but her eyes drop down kind o
shy like, an' her cheeks get as red as
crab apple blows, sometimes when 1
moct her, all of a sudden. An' she'sn
mighty good housekeeper, too. That
wife o Rube's aln't wuath a shuek
‘round n house. 1 could see that, last
time we thrashed for the old man
Priscilly has the heft of it all. She
shouldn't work an' dredge so, if shie
was my wife. Bhe coull see to things
like, nn' tell Aunt Lindy whatto do.

“[ don’t know but I'll eall "round
there this evenin'. lcanlet on I want
Reuben, or the old man—"tisn’t likely
they’ll be in yet, from the new cleur-
in. An mebbe I'll git & chianecs to
talk to Priccilly alone. 1f I do—hello!
what's this, Aunt Liody?"

“Dunno,” titterod Lindy., *‘S'peo
it's o voluntine. Sam jus' now brung it
from do pos'offin” And with a show
of ivories that n young elophant might
bave envied, Aunt Lindy retired to
her kitehen to malte her owa com-
ments on the subject.

Mr. Cheeseboro did not bestow much
attention on the outside of the envel-
ope, ot first—not being n connoisssur
in regard Lo chirography—but opencd
it at once, with some natural curiosity.
Aunt Lindy's supposition proved o cor-
rect one. It was o valentine, and a
comle one, at that

““‘El—l. I_n

Mr. Cheeseboro stopped short His
countenance betrayed an unusual
degree of astonishment, together with
some amusement

“Somebody has mistook me fur an
old maid," he muttered. “Fur this
here ain't nothin' but sn old maid,
with red halr, an' & most audneious
nharp nose

“Now, who in thunder was smart
enough to send it 1 wonder?"

He the envelope over and
over; the stiff, erabbed handwrit-
ing, evidently disguised, gave no cléw
to the sender. -

“l wonder mow," he pondered,
thonghtfilly, *“Iif “twasn’t Mirandy
Bprion that sent it? 1'll bet a cheese
cake It was her.

“Yes, now 1 come to think of i1, she
wis o-lenzin’ me, »spoll back, sbout

Priscilly Quisenberry; an' I recollect
she called her an old maid.

"Old maid, indeed! Priscilly’s the
beat lookin® girl on Huckleberry Creek,
old or young; an' worth a dozen like
Mirandy Sprigs, besides

“Well, if she thinks it's such o joke
to send me & preture of an old maid,
I'll just sond it boek to her, to let ber
see | know where it come from.”

Aud when Mr. Cheeseboro mounted
his sorrel mare, to make the projected
enll at the Quisenberry farmhouse, the
valentine was carefully deposited in
his overcont pocket.

it went no further than the village
postoflice, however, where Felix pro-
cured o square envelope, inclosed the
old maid’s “‘pleter,” and posted the
missive, nddressed to “Miss Mirandy
Sprigs.”

It was late in the aftsrnoon, and

Priscilla was in the kitchen, getting
A sunpping fire roared and
erackod in the well-blackened cooking
stove, on which she placed a skillet of
Taking » baadful

supper.

fresh pork, to {ry.
of dried sage she rubbed it tos powder,
und sifted it slowly over the meat,

which waus nlready beginning 1w give

out n most appetizing odor.

Priscilla’s heart was still sore from

[ for 1 don't Now to do & liok o work ]

mynel?."

“Mirandy." grambled her mother,
from the kitchen. **What on airth are
you u doin' there so long? Coma along
out here an’ see what Enoch’s brung
you from the store, Its in a big square
envellop, on’ my han's is in the dongh,
so't I kain't open it"

Mirands hurried out to the kitzhen,
twisting up her lust friz ayshs wenl

It must bo a voluntine,"” she eried,
snatching up the envelope

And tearing it open,she jerked out—
the old maid, of course.

“Why—why, it's & nasty ole comie
oue, an’ I jest kunow Priseil Quisen-
berry sent it to wo, splteful ole thing.
She's n ole maid herself, an' 1 ‘low to
tell her so, first chunce I git,” and
Mironda flung the obnoxious valentine
into the fire snd flounced out of the
room in a huil,

“Wher's Mirandy?"demanded Enoch,
shuffling into the house, nfter putting
up his horse in the stable.

“l dun koow," suid Mrs. Sprigs,
smiling. “She jest Dlounced off
som’ers, mad as o wet hen, about that
ore voluntine you fotehed her."

“Was it o ugly oue?” grinned Enoch.
“Wher's it at?"

“She slung it in the fire, nn' burnt it
up.  Yos, ‘twas ugly ss git out Bhe
thinks Priscil Quisenberry sent it"

“Priscil dido't send it then,” de-
clared Enoch, “fur 1 was a-stannin'
back by the stove, in the postotlls, an'
I see Felix Cheeseboro put it In the en-
vellop hisself. An' then he backed it,
sn' poked it in the box and rid off.

“An' Bl Sturdy tuck it out o' the box
an' sez to me: ‘Here's somethin' fur
your folks, now." he sez, an’ I put it in
my pocket and fotehed it home.™

“Wall that is cur'us' suld M
Sprigs, cutting out her bisevits with a
tin yeast-powder box. *1 wouldn't
hev thought he'd send Mirandy o picter
of an old maid,"

“Ole waid?' eried Enoch, staring.
“sDid it hev red hair an' a long peakid
nosa™

“Yes, it did The reddest hair an'
peakidest nose [ ever see.”

“Wal," ¢ried Enoch, delighted. “'It's
the very ene I gent to Priscil Quisen-
borry, sure enongh. Dut it beats me
to konow how Felix Cheeseboro got
n-holt of it Mebbe she give it to him,
though, to send to Mirandy,” he ndded.

Miranda's frizees were o crisp as
her heart could desire, and lher eyes
shone with anticipated trinmph as she
repoaired by herself to the ““meeting™
on the following night. For she had
refused to accept Enoch’'s version of
the valentine and persisied in believ-
ing that Priscilia sentit.

But the expected trivmph was not
realized; for to her wvexation Mr
Cheesebora walked up to Priscilla
after services were over snd deliber-
ately requested the plessure of nccom-
panying her home. Which reqguest
was granted rather coldly.

“Iid you get any valentines, Miss
Priscilly 7" nsked Felix, after some mo-
wents of silence,

“One,"” she returned, shortly.

“Why, that's odd; 1 got two,”

Mr. Cheeseboro was quite elated at
such a remurkable coineidence; but
Priscilla was not so much surprised as
he bad expected her to be.

*“What sort of n ong was yours?™ he
inquired, confidentially. “Pretty or
ugly? Of course 'twas o pretlly one,
though,” he ndded, venturing o very
faint pressure of the hand which rested
om his arm.

“Of course it wasn’t a pretty one,"
retorted Priscillp, severely. *It was

the shock she had received; but with | {he one vou sent me, Mr. Cheesebora™

the pride of her sex, she hid the “I? The one 1 sent yon?" stame

wound from other eyesand went about | pyared Felix, greatly amazed

her houschold duties ns usual. For the first time, Priscilla began to
Going to the cellar, she broughta | daubt whether be really had sent it,

pan of rosy-cheeked apples from the
bin, and was paring them for sauce,

when slip-shod footsteps sounded in
the hall, snd Lucinda opened the

kitehen door and looked in.

Where's your pa, Priseilly™ she
asked.
setun"room, and wants to see him. "

Priscilin looked startled. 1

“Mr. Cheaseboro? 1—Idon's know.
What does he want?

*Do you reckon I asled him what he
You needn't to color up so—
It's your

wanted?
*tain't you he wanta to see.
ps, I told you,” snd Lucinda shufiled
nWuy.

“Priseilly hain't no idee where he is,
Felix, " she reported. *Nor me either.
But you mout's well stay to supper.
He'll be sure to come in then."

Felix did not think he could stay to
supper; but he walted awhile, in
hopes of scelng Priscilln. His wait-
ing proved to be in waln, however,
and he filnally took his departure,
promising to eall again.

“Reekon Priscilly was too busy to
come in," he thought consolingly, as
herode off on his sorrel mare. *It's
too bud she has the whole house to
tend to; but she shan't have it to do
long, if I ean help it," he added, with
s look of decluion in his gray eyes.

*] wondeor if he got the valeniine™
thought Priscilla, uas she finished par
Ing and quartering the apples.  *'If he
did he will see that I koow who sent
it to me.”

On the same afternoon, Mirandy
Sprigs was doing up her frizzes in bits
of tin, which'she kept for the purpose,
being, ns she thought, more efficacious
than curl-papers

“1 want 'em to friz right nice for to-
morrow night,” she commented, twist-
ing one of the tins till it nearly brought
tours to her eyes. '"Mebbe Mr.Cheene-
boro "1l ask mo to ge the meetin' with
bhim. If he don't, I'll go slone, an’
mont likely he'll fetch me home, like

my nose at them stuck-up Quisenber

too.
”’%l‘ﬁ“mb&:ﬂy“ﬂhbm
sround mighty lively, I kin tell her;

“Felix Cheeseboro is in the

after all

**You don't mean to say you didn't
send it?" she queried, anxiously.

“Indeed 1 did mnot,” returned her
escort, enrnestly. ‘'l never sent one
to anybody, only the one I got, and I
sent that back to Mirandy Sprigs; fur
I thought she had sent it to me.”

Then the mystery was out, and Pris-
cilla’s heart was light us a puff-ball
when she parted with Mr. Cheegeboro
st her door.

Mrs. Luocnds Quisenberry was sit-
ting by the kitchen fire, limp and slip-
shod ns usual, the next afternocon,
when Priscilla enme in from milking
the cows. She set down a two-gallon
bucket, brimming with the foamy
finid, and brought out the shining
milk-pans from the pantry.

“Mr, Cheeseboro’s In the settin'-
room with your pa," volunteered Lu-
cinda, limply knitting away at a yarn
sock, ns she sat over the fire,

The sea-shell pink in Priscilla’s
cheeks deepened to & poppy red, as
nsual, under ber slster-in-law's sharp
eyes

“Wal, 1 declare,” snapped the quern-
lous womnan, erossly. *“Your cheeks
are a-gittin’ as red ns clover-bobs 1
dom’t reckon it's you Mr. Cheesboro's
after. 1heerd 'em s-talkin' ‘bout the
red heifer; reckon he wants to trude
fur her.

* "T'ain't likely o poor girl like you
is a-goin' to git sich  fore-handed man
as Felix.

“Why, the Cheesebero farm's wath o
hundred dollars an acre, every foot of
it An'there's forty aeres in medder
grass alone.

*“The grirl that gits the owner o' that
farm 'l be a lucky one, 1 tell you.

“An’, any way, | reckon you'ra cut
ont fur an old maid, Priseilly.”

Priscilly strained away the milk in
the bright tin without delgning
a reply to her r-in-law's tirnde.

“llelle,” erled Farmer Quisenberry,
coming out of the kitchen in hia

| home-spun coat and blue “du o

overalls,. “What d&'ye reckon Felix
wants, Priscilly?”

Prisoilla hesitated, blushing deeper
than ever. i

‘(o "long in, Priseilly,” he said. *I
reekon you know what he wants, and
you know best whether he kin bhev Iy,

or not.”
oAnd Priscilla smoothed down her

red-bro and t siyly inm,
i by ool liigiond

ment, and Farmer Quisenberry warmed
his hands complacently over th
kitehen atove,

“Who'd o' thonght,” he said, “that
adarter 0 mine wonld ever do no
well os that? Why, thar ain't s gal
‘round here, rich or poor, but what
wounld n' felt sot up to git Felix Choese-
boro. They'd a snapped at him."

And M Lucinda stared in greater
amazement than ever; for it seemed
Priscilla was not eut out for an old
maid after ull —People’s Journal

“SIZING UP" THE GUESTS.

Why & Hotel Clerk's Dosk Always Come
mands & View of the Entracee.
*'Did you ever think why every hotel
office facea the entrance?” queried a
veteran elerk for the reception of
puests, nddressing a writer for the
Washington News, “Well, it jsn't
mere aceldent, I can assure you, Lut
the main iden of the arrangoment is
to give ample opportunity for the
elerle to stady thy people who come
into the house. Every stranger is an
understudy. and to make just one mis-
tuke in “sizing" him up might mean
serious tronble.  There is the man who
should not be trusted for a room if he
s without a trunk. Then there is
another who ecan stand double
rates for thoe best rooms and
s sure to want a Dbath, whils
another will never wish to bother with
such lavatory nonsense as ean only be
found in a tub. Therc is the man who
wants the cheapest room in the house
and 15 willing to put up with annoy-
ance to gel it. Another has a liternry
genius and will burn gas with an open
hund and you want to get himinn
room with butone jet. All these peculi-
arities the clerk is supposed to divine,
and in order to do it 'by sight’ he
wants Lo get s view of the guest from
the time he cnters the door till he
reaches tho counter, for you ean tell
character by a man's swing or appoar-
ance a little way off that could not so
well be detectad when ha is within a
foot of you, “Takes brains to be behind
o desk? Well, 1 just tell you you have
ft now, Itdoes take lwains and not
alone a djumond shirt pin, ns gome un-
sophisticated people thiuk™

Earnlngs of Frofesslonnls

In any eonsideration of the ¢arninga
of actors it should be borne in mind
that in the amusement profession the
personal expenses of its followers bear
8 larger proportion to their incomes
thun in uny other. The followlng es-
timates of the avernge unnuul earnings
of prominent players are the result of
careful inquiry, and are believed to be
reasonably accurate: Francis Wilson,
£70,000; De Wolf Hopper, 865,000; B 8.
Willard, $15,000; Hose Coghlan and ha
brother Charles, when playing jointly
§10,000 each; Julin Marlowe, $47,000;
Nat Gooldwin, $40,000: Willlam L.
Crane, 60,000 (he made over 3 milHon
out of **The Senutor”): Stuust Robson,
§30,000; Joseph Jefferson (who never
plays more than twenty weeks in
& year), $55,000; the Keondals, 835,000,
E. H. Sothern, $30,000; Modjeska, last
year, $25,000; mt she bas played to
370,0007 Wilson Barrett, last Awericnn
! tour of twenty-five weeks, §10,000; Ho-
sina Volies, £r0,000; James O'Nelll,
$10,000; Rolert Dowmng, £6,000; Little
Corinne, §20,000; Henry Irving, on his
préesent Amoriean engugement, will
net §100,000,

What Thestricais Cost,
A half million dollars & day, or one

lars per anuum, is the approximate exs
penditure of the people of the United
States upon theatrical entertainments,
There are upward of 1,000 strictly
professionnl companies treveling over
the country for forty weeks in every
year. Leaving out the people permmne
nently employed st theaters, It 1s estl-
muted that 15,000 actors and actresses
are “'on the rond” during the season.
Counting in munagers, stalf ond loenl
cmployes, and uncmployed “foaters,’
at least 00,000 persons are engaged,
directly or indirectly, in the theatrical
business.

Fallure of VFive-Masted Vessals

In explanation of the changes to be
made in  the rigging of the Louis at
San Francisco, and possibly that of
other vessels of her type, her captain
aud others interested state that the
five-masted schooner is practically use-
less so far as sailing qunlities are eon-
cerned, The five-mnster’s salls ean
not be set to draw well, and nnder the
most favorable eircumstances sho ean-
not snil over four knots with the
breeze astern. Sea eaptlains claim that
the days of the five-masted schoouers
are numbered.

Vory Much in Marnest
Aunty—Why, what are you doing?
Lattle Johnny—Only prayin'.
“Praying?™
“Yes'm. I'm prayin' that I'll be a
good boy this afterncon.*

*“*Thot's noble."

“Yea'm, Mamma eaidif I wasa good
boy this afternoon, she'd bring me
some eandy. "

Now, What Was It?

Auntie—Was that play you saw a
tragedy or & comedy?

Little Nieco—~Wat's that mean,
auntle?

“id you ery™

‘.Notm- "

“Did you Inugh?™

“No'm."

“What did yon do?"

“Went to sleep.”

A New Yorl writer bowalls the faet

o that the poolrooms have opened again

for business in Gotham and that over
twenty ure now running “wide open.®
Nenarly n scoré bave heen doing busi.
ness mther anletly but publicly for
severnl monthe. .

Jolin Lawlor, the en-champion hand
of Ireland, was married re-

While Mra Tineinda stared in nmaze [

hundred and fifty-six m'llions of dol- |

.

Whilea blg herd of eattle. bolog
driven from the ranch to market, vwias
passing through the Snohomish val
| Jey, Washington,an immense deer, the

largest ever seen in those parts,
bounded out of the woods and jolned
the drove. Partly because of the dif-
fieulty of entting out the animal from
the middle of the herd, where itquick-
ly worked its way, and partly through
euriosity us to what it would do, the
cowboys did not molest it. The deer
| remained quintly walking with the
herd for elght hours, and finally en-
tered into o corral with the cattle at
Suchomish, where it was captured.

Keep Fulvation Ol in the gymanalum. I
is n sovorelyn romedy for euts, w1 relne
brulses and spraing, to which norotints and
athietes are linble at will timesd 10 is the
greatost cure gn oarts for pain. 25 ots,

Rovenge s vller thau the wrong whieh
begols i,

Numerous unsollelited testimoninle dally
rocoiva l by lts proprigtors clearly demoa -
strate the fact that the reputation of De
Ball = t'ongh Syrup the lofallible cure Por
all afoctlons of the threatand chest hns
suffered no dindnadlon o the last quarier
of a century.

Only tho lazy love rest whan not tired.
The rich may buy reputation, but ned

| characier.

Symploms of Cancer

Appeared on my lip. Disagresable cruptions
camo on my neck. After taking 4 bottles of
Houd's Sarsapariila, sll the traecs of discnse
have dlsappeared and the mediclue has given
we renewed vigor aud strength,  Tam now ab
most 78 years of age, and work ke a tiger.
Aud I know that Heod's Sarsaparilia has had
much to do with my vigor and strength, 3
recommendod It to my wife, who has saffes
| ed s0 much with sbeamatic tromnbles, ne
also with female weakness. In two yours

'Hood’s i Gures

she bas used about 3 bottlen of Mood's Saree-
| pariila, and to-day, and for the last 6 months,

she seema llko n now belng.” Rev. 0. 1. Pow.
, xn, 2024 Hanover Street, Chicago, Nigols.

sHood's Fills cure adl fiver s, bitlousnoss, Jaan-
dioe, Indigestian, siek hoadache, 25 canls.

SWAMP-RUGT GURED BE.

INTENSE PAIN IN THE KIDNE¥S
AND BACK.
Urinary Disorder Instantly Relieved.

107
Moravia, N, Y, Sept. 7, 1504
Dr, Kilmor & Oo,, Binghamton, N. Y.
Guntiemen:- Last wintor 1 was taleon with
“— severe pains through
M‘— mo in the region of
my Kkidneysy the
paing were #o soverd ¥
could hardly enduroil:
my face and oyeeworoe
us red a0 blood; the
oAt stood in greak
dropos all over me; I
was a8 cold as lew
aud woa a ferrible
s pain while volds
ing urine, I purchased ono Lottle of D,
Eilmor's Swam p-loot, nlso one bottle of
his U & O Anolntment., They

Gave me immadiate relief.

I heated the Anpintmzent in with a flat-iron
In four days titne the palis had all disspponse
ed, 1think Swamp-Root ono of tho great-
eat medicines ever offernd to suflering ho-
mangly. Any one wikhing to write wo may
do so nnd T will wiadly answer.
Yours truly, Frank B, Reynolda
At Pruggists, 50 cent and 21.00 Shzo,
“Tavalhds' Guide to Mealin” (ron—Oonsultation frea
Dr. Kilmur & Co,, -

Ely's Cream Baim &5

QUICKLY CURES  SRCINIg, (O

COLD IN HEADR"%

Ringhamton, N. X.
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